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Seven Ways To Win 
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‘Fuck off of him, Stevel'- shouted Adrian at the bassist, trying to protect his long-time friend Dave, who was 
currently eating his candies, which pissed off Steve a bit. 


‘Oh yeah? Fuck yourself, HI Look at him, he's gonna eat every-fucking-thing on that table. | wish him only good. 
Otherwise he won't put anything on during that tour. Look at him - he's getting fat!- answered Steve very 


calmly, while Adrian was looking at him madly, trying to control himself, which was in vain. 


‘Let him do, what he wanna. If he wanna eat - let him do this. If he wanna drink all alcohol in the bar - let him 
do this. If he wanna fall asleep right here - let him do this. Just fuck off of him‘-bearded guitarist was 
breathing slowly, in - out, in - out with closed eyes. - ‘Dave, do whatever you wanna, and don't dare to feel 


guilty, just because our Harry likes to control everything: 


Dave smiled at Adrian slightly, more like a guilty child, patting his friend's shoulder, cheering him up. 

‘Always defending’ - thought Dave and walked out of the room with bowl of popcorn, 

‘Hey, Adrian, calm down, boy' - Steve was just teasing him, he was enjoying being like this - controlling 
everything and everyone, but someone - we wouldn't point at that person - was against the law of mighty 
Harry Harris. 

‘Don't call me that, Steve: - Adrian was fueled with rage and wrath, and he pounced on him with curled fists. 
At first Steve was scared even, cause Adrian was trying to beat the shit out of him, hitting him on the face 
and chest, but Harry twisted his arms and the little battle had stopped. Ade was still fighting to set him free 
from iron grip of ‘Arry, which made Smith even angrier. 


‘Let me go, fucker. - he hissed making an attempt to break away. 


‘Of course, you can go, but listen to me - don't go against me, otherwise you'll be out, Adey' - he said ‘Adey’ 
so sweetly that Adrian felt sick 


H just snorted, took bottles of beer and retired to his room in that big house. 


‘Better be alone than with that asshole." - he thought shutting himself in the room. Finally, he had time for 


himself which he wanted and needed so much these days. 


žk% 


Adrian - wrath 
Dave - gluttony. 
Steve - pride. 


Get ready, guys Time to play. Hide in your holes, but HI find you all 


The strange man was watching the scene unfold from behind No one noticed him, he was like a shadow, observing 


but saying nothing, just making notes in his text book fo file away for later. 
‘They're all gonna pay their price’ 


RRR 


Bruce rushed into a living room feeling so exciting. He'd found some birds out there, although he's married he 


couldn't help but flirt with them and bring them to the house for a bit of fun. 


‘Hey, what's going on? - The singer asked Steve cheerfully, who was alone in the room now. He didn't give a 
shit where Nicko, Dave and Janick were. 


‘Nothing, but who are they?! - Steve turned his head to the direction of the girls, raising his eyebrow. 


‘Ah, | picked them up nearby. Well, we'd better go. Come on slaves, the big man wants to be alone’ - and with 
that they followed him upstairs, in hope that would spend a great time together in the bed. 


‘Womanizer..' - the thought flitted through Steve's mind as he watched the singer. 


EK 
Bruce - lust 


Lets play, dont be scared’ - the shadowy figure chuckled to himself 


EK 

These days Janick felt a little bit nervous. Everything was pissing him off, and he didn't know why. He looked at 
Adrian and Dave's friendship with adoration. Of course, he had Bruce, but something was missing now - what? 
- he didn't know either. But Bruce was into his planes and all that business stuff, they didn't spend much time 


Together now and he missed the closeness they used to have. 

Adrian and Dave were understanding each other without words, just with their glances or smiles, it used to be 
like that between him and Bruce but not these days. Was it envy? - He didn't know. He looked at Adrian's 
playing. The man had improved himself a lot, there was more emotion in his playing, he had became louder 
these days, not afraid to say what was on his mind. 

Janick wandered into the living room and he saw only Steve there. 

‘Where's the others? - Jan was very curious about it. 


‘| don't know..somewhere in that goddamn house’ - Steve shrieked at Jan, taking a sip of a beer. 


‘Ok..thanks, Steve’ - The blonde guitarist immediately turned away from the room, wondering where everyone 
was, especially his friend Bruce, they couldn't just have vanished. 


HK 
Janick - envy 
Oh, guys, | didnt even guess that youre lke this’ 


eR 


‘Nicko! Come here, mate! - shouted Steve from the living room. 


‘What? I'm busy! - barked Nicko in response, which made Steve angry. Was it this hard to get up and come 
down here? 


‘And what are you doing? 
‘Nothing, laying on the couch as you can see’ - Nicko's attitude was taunting Steve. 
‘You are a lazy bitch’ - Steve hissed, taking a sip of a beer. 


‘| like being lazy, huh’ - and with these words Nicko rolled on his another side and began snoring. Lazy creature 


that he was. 
EK 
Niko - sloth 


A-huh Now I see you all, guys. Let the torture begin!" 
The man in the shadows left his hiding place to make his plan come true. 


RK 


Seven Holy Paths To Hell 
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know. 


Who'll be the first - the shadowy figure thought standing before the entrance of the place. 


He was ready to put his plan into operation that he'd been thinking of for a long time. He even didn't know why 
he had an urge to do this. He just craved it. He planned to do it quietly, but you'd never know what could 
happen in that house, it was really eerie. The Book Of Souls World Tour would have become a nightmare for 
guys today. 


The man felt that Adrian would be the first and more appropriate one to make his plan come to fruition 
The figure was about to enter his room when he heard Smith singing quietly : 


‘When the world was rough and weary 
| wasn't feeling too well 

And since my baby left me 

| checked in at Psycho Motel 


Like a natural born killer he slipped into the room. Adrian was sitting with his back turned on him. Perfect. The 
figure crept up behind the saddened guitarist who was drinking beer, H probably didn't understand what was 
going on around. He wasn't completely wasted, but still drunk. Being on the tour was killing him. 

The Shadow snaked his arm around Smith's neck, the guitarist was pretty surprised trying to break himself 
away, sinking his fingers into iron grip of a man, he was shaking and choking. 


‘L-I-let me..go..who are..you' - Ade made an attempt to say that words, but he knew no one would help him, 
that he was alone here, that guys were sleeping or up to other things, and here was he - ready to die from 
anonymous hands. A tear slid down his face, he was sorry that he had rowed with Steve and that how would 


Steve remember him - in anger. 


Adrian closed his eyes, he felt the icy touch of the blade on his throat. The paric filled his body, he began to 
shake his head which made it even worse. But still, Adrian was silent, no screams, no begging. Just heavy 


breathing and fear in his eyes. 
‘Welcome to Psycho Motel, Adrian’ 


The Killer slid his knife across his throat. The blood was on his hands, and it was pulsing from Adrian's vein. 


Breathless body was laying on the floor, drowning in the red liquid He didn't feel any guilt for what he had done 


minute ago, just pleasure. 


He pulled out his text book to cross Adrian's name out. 


Who was next? Dave. Our sweet Davey who had an unconditional love for food. 


The Shadow didn't wanna see any blood of Dave, it'd be hard to kill him with a knife or gun, he didn't wanna see 


any pain in his eyes, as he had seen in Adrian's. 

The Figure knew that Dave would eat that rice pudding, because he always ate in during tour, before and after 
gigs and during free time. The easiest way was to pour some poison there. Easy for Killer - easy for Dave to 
die. 


The pudding was ready to kill our precious and smiley Davey, who was on his way to the kitchen. 


‘Oh, probably Nicko left that mmmmmm, yummy. I'll take this, | need to show Ade, he loves it - Dave ate a 


spoonful of it and wandered off to Adrian's room. 
Dave was happy as always, until he entered the room. 


‘Knock-knock, Adrian! | thought..0h my god, Adrian, nol! - he saw the spectacular view of his lifeless friend, 
lying on the floor in his own blood. 


Murray fell on his knees before Adrian, because he felt a great pain in his body, that was killing him, sinking 
his life away. It made him suffocate, asking for air, but here was a smell of death and blood. 


‘Steve! Steve, help me! - but Steve wouldn't help you, Dave, because he was sleeping peacefully on the couch 


with beer in his hand. Screams were in vein, everything was in vein 


Davey was looking at his long time friend, it was unbearable loss for him. 45 years of tight friendship that led 
him to that luxury life that they were dreaming of. 


He fell into the bloody puddle where his dead friend lay. Dave's body was wracked with coughs with blood and 
he felt that the end is near for him as well. He didn't think about anything but about his dead mate, who was 
murdered in that painful and disgusting way. 


The white foam came out from his mouth and his back arched as he lay on the floor. Where's that doctors 
when they're so needed now? Dave curled his fists, hoping that someone would enter that room to help him, to 


take this fire away from his body. 


‘Please.no' - he begged but whom - he didn't know, he just begged. It sounded like a silent pray to be saved. 


Even died together’ 
And that was the last thought in Dave Murray's head until he blackened. 
The Shadow chuckled to himself. Two best friends were dead, laying near each other. 


‘What an intimate scenery! - The Figure thought, looking at them. It was a loss for him too, he liked these guys 
a lot. Always together, always partying, opposite to each other, but so common to each other. 


A true story how candies can kill you, kids. 


The Shadow knew that the next had to be Nicko, since that lazy creature was sleeping on the couch, snoring 


loudly. 


It was easy to murder him, easier than Dave, in fact. He was alone in his room, and no one would prevent him 


from killing again. Surprisingly how The Figure did it quietly. 


The Shadow was standing with pillow in his hands before Nicko. Such a peaceful sleep. But he need to stop it. 


Immediately. 


He press the soft pillow on Nick's face, pouncing his body on it, to make the biggest effect, to murder him as 
fast as he could. 


Nick didn't feel anything. The painless death ever. His breath just stopped and that's all. 
And Nicko McBrain is crossed out of the list. 


‘Ah, sorry, Nick, | loved you a lot, you were extremely positive guy. But, whatever, now you are gone- The 
Shadow whispered to himself, making his way to Bruce's room, who probably had finished having fun with girls 
in the bed. 


The girls weren't an accident. The Figure paid them to be around the house, cause he knew Bruce would pick 


them up to have some great time with them. 


He slipped into the room, looking at sleeping Bruce. Oh, the boy must be so exhausted after this act. The Figure 
was staring at the girl, the one who wasn't sleeping by that time. 


tts time’ - the Shadow showed it with a sign. The girl nodded in response. 


She straddled Bruce's hips, like the whore wanted something else, like kinky things, holding the pillow..again we 
had the killer pillow, which didn't know any mercy to its preys. 


She put the pillow on his face carefully, and Bruce hugged it, probably thinking it was a bird, having that 


dreamy smile on the face. But he didn't know what'd be the next. 


The girl pressed herself on the pillow with all strength she had in her slim body. It made Bruce to wake up, 
but it was late, he was loosing powers to be against her and the pillow. He was shaking, he needed to be free 
from it. It was such a shame to die like this. From prostitute's hands, in the bed! The singer was squirming on 
the bed from the burning pain in his lungs. He needed air like nothing else in that world now. 


The life was slipping away from his body, making him weak as ever. And the resistance had finished. It's all 


over. 
‘You were a great bloke, Bruce, but a damn womanizer, while you have Paddy! - The Figure smiled to himself. 
Janick or Steve? 

Hard choose, but The Shadow decided that Steve would be the last, his pride must be beaten. 

Janick was watching at new Adrian's signature guitar for a long time, he was craving to play it, but Adrian 
didn't permit anyone to play it, even Dave. Only himself and his tech. Jan sneaked out to the room where were 
all their gear, and he thought that Ade wouldn't know anything that he played that guitar. 


Gers took the guitar into his hands, caressing her body, like it was woman's. 


‘You're so beautiful, how I'd like to have you, but damn, Ade always gets the best shit. But don't worry, I'll play 


a bit, he won't know, ok” - he whispered to the guitar, smiling at her. 


The infamous Figure was already there, observing that lovely scene of Janick playing that great emerald guitar 


of Ade. Pity, that Ade would never know about it. 


Of course, Janick didn't pay attention to anything apart from the instrument he was holding, so he was an easy 


victim. 

The Shadow took another guitar of H - ready to kill. Three, two, one. He smashed it on Jan's head. Janick fell on 
the floor, blackened. But the Figure thought that was not enough and he began to beat the shit out of his 
body, breaking his bones, making him bleeding. 

Another Maiden guy passed away from this world. 

Never be jealous fo someone, Jan, itd maim you’ - he said quietly, crossing Janick's name out the list. 


And here was only Steve. 


Steve woke up, he was thirsty. The silence in the house worried him. It was impossible, cause there was Nicko 


who was barking with laugh like an idiot. Dead silence. Where were the others? 


Harris went upstairs to H's room, he felt a bit guilt that he had been teasing Dave and Adrian, he wanted to 
check him out. Harry knocked on the door, knowing that Adrian didn't like to be disturbed. He didn't hear any 
response, it was really strange. No drunk ‘Come in’, no nothing. 

He walked into the room and saw the worst scene in his life. His Twins were lying in their own blood. Lifeless. 
Dead. 

‘Nol - Steve screamed looking at his friends. - ‘Oh, god, guys, I'm so sorry..! didn't mean to be like this’ 


Harry kneeled before them. He put his arm on Adrian's chest, which was soaked with blood, he saw the deep 
cut on his throat, it made him sick, he couldn't stand looking at them. It was too painful. 


‘Ade..Dave..why..: - Harris whispered to himself - ‘I need to find who's done it to my friends. l'm fucking sorry, 
guys, | behaved like an asshole’. 


Steve walked out the room. Then he found Nicko, and he was happy that Nicko was alive. 


‘Nick! Wake up, | need to tell you something! - he shook him, and then realized that was lifeless body, laying on 
the couch. - ‘No..and Nicko..what fucking has happened here? Are you all dead here? 


Harris decided to check the whole house out, maybe he'd find someone alive here. What a strange place it was. 


Bruce was the next. Dead Bruce was laying alone in his bed, the girls had left immediately after what had 
happened. Steve felt only fear, it was spreading down his body. 


It was a dead end. The walls were crumbling, his perfect Maiden was gone now. He felt that Janick was a victim 


too. 


In the rehearsal room he found Janick, next to him there was a broken bloodstained guitar. Steve ran away 


from here and went to the living room. 
‘Oh no, why, my perfect creature, my Maiden, my guys, no' - Steve whined, sitting on the couch. 
Well, well, well Look, who's here? Mahty Harry Harris’ - The Shadow appeared before Steve. 

‘You?! You did it all to the guys! Why? - Steve shouted at the man 

You have to stop being a band Stop it all 


‘And that's why you killed them all? My long time friends? - Steve was angry, he couldn't believe that this 


man could have done such things to his band. 


‘Yes. It was the easiest way, and youre all full of sin Ade's wrath and Jan's envy, is it good, huh? The Figure 
chuckled 


‘Ade isn't like that! He's always been calm since | remember him. Not Jan, no, he's easygoing man, | know him’ - 


Harris shook his head. 

Mmm, you re so full of pride, Harris. They deserved to be killed, and also Adrian was drowning in damn alcohol, 
he'd be dead sooner or later. And Dave too, these Twins needed to be punished’ - the Shadow stepped forward and 
pulled the gun out. - ‘You have British Lion, you can carry on. Hl leave alive, you have to feel that guilt for them, 
you are the cause - youl" 

‘td rather be dead too than to live like this! - Harry shrieked at the man, whom he knew well. 

As you wish, Mr. Pride.’ - he aimed at Steve, ready to make a shot. 

‘Come on, Smalldick, I've known you're like this, you, selfish bitch! 

And Rod shot out mighty Steve, right into the head that was the end of him. 

‘As you wish’ 


Steve's name was out of the list too. 


He destroyed the band. He destroyed the greatest history. 


Only now, after he'd done the dirty deed, he realized that he's a murderer, and he had to live with it. It was 
unbearable for Rod. 


Oh god..what Ive done.. - he fell on his knees, crying. He couldn't believe, impossible, no, it couldn't be real. - 7 
can't have this heavy load: 


With these words Rod Smallwood killed himself in front of Steve's body. 
Here's the sevenths sin - ‘suicide’ 


The tale how one man had killed everyone that night is over now. Oh the dreamers they die, but the dream 


lives on. And Maiden lives on, no matter what. 


